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been installed for producing a twenty-four page
newspaper when the size, of the Sentinel was
reduced to six pages by paper restrictions.

At a public tea where my host and I have
an appointment with the local organiser of
Women's Voluntary Services, who is taking me
to inspect her First Aid Post, I meet a number
of leading Staffordshire women who include an
ex-Member of Parliament. By their generously-
expressed admiration for the behaviour of Lon-
doners, they fill me with a sense of unworthiness.
They hope, most anxiously, that I have not been
discouraged by my own experiences; and I
think guiltily of the terror that I still suffer when
I recall a Kensington house swaying in the track
of a bomb like a ship at sea, and the melancholy
that overcomes me when I picture Richard's
painting-table and Hilary's discarded high chair
covered with plaster and dust. ...

The First Aid Post, I find, has been estab-
lished, characteristically enough, in a disused
pottery. The old building has already been
partly destroyed by a pre-war fire, and looks as
though it had been thoroughly "plastered'' by
an unusually effective air-raid. In one part of
the burned-out yard which is now used as a car-
park, a surviving mosaic paving-stone, dated
1750, indicates that the pottery once belonged to
the Copeland family. The local A.R.R, W.V.S.,
and First Aid Services have shown great ingenuity.